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Nick Carter on the Wheel: 


THE DETECTIVES PERILOUS RIDE DOWN HUNTER MOUNTAIN, 
By the Author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 


THE RUNAWAY 


Witha great clatter of fast falling hoofs and cries of 
alarm from the driver and startled observers, a carriage 


drawn by a spanof black horses dashed madly down Eighth | 


avenue. 

The driver was frantically trying to regain control of the 
Spirited animals who had taken fright at something and 
were now threatening not only to wreck the vehicle they 
drew, but everything that came in their way. 


Nick Carter was leisurely pedaling his way down the} 


avenue, having been out for an early morning spin upon 


his bicycle, when his attention was attracted by the shout- | 


ing and the noise of the on-coming carriage. 


He glanced over his shoulder just in time to see that the | 


runaway was close behind him, and he veered sharply to 
one side in order to avoid being run down. 


As expert a rider as the best of them, Nick kept his sad- | 
dle in spite of the sudden turn, and as the carriage swept! 
past him he saw that the driver had not only lost control | 
of the horses, but had lost the reins as well. They were fly- | 
ing loose out of his reach, and he was clinging to his seat} 


in terror. 

A woman’s frightened face within the carriage flashed 
upon the detective’s eyes, and without pausing to reckon 
possible consequences, he applied all his strength to the 
machine and gave chase. 

In less time than it takes to tell’ it, however, Nick was 
beside the carriage which had had but a momentary start 
of him. 

It was a perilous attempt he was making at the best, but 


he felt that his greatest danger lay in getting afoul of the | 
reins which might catch in the spokes of his wheel and | 


throw him. 
So he steered a little away to avoid them and came up to 
the horses’ heads at an angle. 


He reached out with one hand and caught the horse | 


nearest to him by the bits, at the same time directing his 
machine toward the middle of the road. 

The detective’s grip was like the clasp of steel, and the 
horse, seeming to recognize a master-hand, began to slacken 
speed, plunging furiously, however, ina vain attempt to 
break away. 

Nick leaped from his machine then, and keeping his feet, 
with a great effort, brought the excited pair to a stand-still. 


The driver climbed down at once, and still trembling! 


‘with fright, went to the horses’ heads and laid hold of the 
bits. 

Nick then hastened to open the carriage door, more than 
half expecting to find the passenger in a faint, 

She was very pale and nearly overcome with terror, but 
she stepped out promptly and leaned heavily on Nick’s arm 
for a moment while she tried to recover her self-possession. 

“There is no further danger, I assure you, madame,”’ 
said Nick. 338 

‘Thank Heaven,’’ she exclaimed, fervently; ‘‘but what 
shall I do? What shall I do?’’ j 

‘“‘T think you'll be able to go on in a moment,” suggested 
Nick; ‘‘your horses are not likely to break away again.”’ 

‘‘Oh! Idare not get in that carriage again,’ and she 
shuddered as she glanced at it. ‘‘ButI mustgoon. Is there 
no other carriage in sight?’’ 

‘‘A public carriage might .come along in a minute,’’ re- 
plied Nick, ‘‘and again it might be half an hour before one 
passed ‘here. If you are in a hurry you'd better take a car 
to Sixth or Fifth avenue where you'll find plenty in wait- 
a2 

‘‘And all that time lost!’’ moaned the lady, evidently in 
great distress; ‘‘perhaps this-will do. Let's see what the 
driver says.”’ ; x 

imaee 


their way to where the driver stood. He shook his head as 
she began to speak. : 

‘The fore wheel is badly sprung,’’ he said; ‘‘I wouldn’t 
risk taking you any farther,.’’ 

Nick glanced back at the wheel and saw that the driver 
had spoken truly. The one place for the carriage was the 
repair shop. 

The lady turned to him with an expression of despair, 
but before she could speak a policeman pushed in among 
the spectators, and recognizing Nick, said: 

‘*Is there any trouble, Mr. Carter?’’ 
| ‘‘Nothing serious, I think,”’ returned Nick; ‘‘a runaway, 
damaged carriage, and my bicycle somewhere in the 
wreck ”’ 

‘I got your machine, boss,’’ piped a small voice at the 
edge of the crowd. 
| The onlookers parted with gcod-humored amusement and 
curiosity to let a little chap pass through, rolling Nick’s 
bicycle beside him, Light as it was, he could hardly hold 
it upright. 

‘“Well done, my man!’ cried Nick, pleasantly; and he 
stooped over, patted the boy’s head, and slipped a coin into 
his hand. 

Nick smiled as he examined the machine to see whether 
it had been seriously damaged when he felt alight hand 
upon his arm, Looking up, he saw the lady gazing at*him 
| with an expression of wonder. 

‘You must pardon me for not thanking you,’’,she said, 
in a low voice, ‘‘I was too frightened and troubled to think 
of any one but myself—and—and my husband.”’ 

‘‘Don’t mention it, please,’’ responded Nick, quickly. 

; He would have started on, for there seemed nothing 
‘more for him to do, but she restrained him. 

| “One moment,’’ she urged; “I heard the policeman 
| speak to you. Is it possible that you are Mr. Nicholas Car- 
| ter?”’ 

| ‘Yes, madame. That is my name.” 

| The lady sighed as if immensely relieved and continued: 
; ‘hen this accident must be providential!. I. felt when 
| the officer recognized you that there could be but one/Mr. 
| Carter whom he would address so respectfully, and I/also 
felt a great hope that you would assist me further. May I 
tell you my trouble,” 

| “Certainly, madamie, if you think I can be of any assist- 
ance,”’ 

‘‘Let us get out of this crowd, then.’’ 

She turned and said a few words to the driver that Nick 
could not have heard if he had tried. Then she joined the 
| detective and walked along with him until they were clear 
| of curiosity seekers. i 

‘I know that Imust be brief and yet tell you every- 
thing,’’ she said, ‘‘and I will try to do both. My name is 
Raymond. Iam an American, but my husband is French. 
| We were married in this country less than a year ago, and 

have this morning returned from our wedding-tour.”’ 

Mrs. Raymond paused, and having mastered her emo- 
tions with a great effort, continued: 

‘Both Mr. Raymond and myself are very wealthy, and 
it had been our. intention to spend at least a year more in 
travel before settling down, but a dreadful thing happened 
|a few weeks ago wlile we werein the south of France. 
‘Just what the story of the past is I do not know, but the 
present is enough. Pierre, my husband, had gone from the 
villa in which we were staying, to post some letters in a 
street-box not far distant. It was late in the evening. Just 
before he reached the entrance to the villa on his return he 
| was attacked by several men who wounded him severely 
/and left him for dead. That, at least, is my understanding 
of the matter, for when I ran to him, attracted by his cries, 
| they had fled and he was insensible. 

“Not to make along story of it, his wounds were not 
dangerous, and he recovered rapidly. Then he told mea 
‘part at least of the secret of his life, a secret that he had 

supposed would never disturb him again. In his early youth 
_he had incurred the deadly hostility of a band of hardened 
criminals, and they had sworn to have his life. 
‘“This was the real cause for his coming to this country, 
and he had not been to France since until we went there 
together. He avoided that part of the country where his 
| enemies had operated, and says he had no fear of them, be- 
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Through the crowd that had rapidly collected they edged 7 
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“Raymond, despairingly. 


“NICK CAR 
g that they had long since been imprisoned, They 
vered him, however, and the result was as I have told 
But that is only a part of it. 
o sooner was he well on the way to recovery than we 
ved a letter, in whith it was stated that his enemies 
ald pursue him to the ends of the world unless he com- 
d with their wishes. What those wishes were I do not 
w, but Pierre simply said that he would rather face: 
death at their hands than do their bidding. 


%*Tn the letter they demanded that he should answer 
m within three weeks, stating that by that time he 
ald probably be sufficiently recovered to go about. Un- 

l then they promised to let him alone. 

‘*Before the time expired we secretly left the villa, start- 

4¢ toward Italy, but changing trains and proceeding 
directly to Paris. For two or three days we remained in 

r hotel, not venturing out, partly to allow Pierre to re- 
over from the fatigue of the journey, partly that we might 
@bserve whether we had been followed. 

’ ‘There was nothing to indicate that our enemies were 
mear, but we still felt it advisable to be cautious. America 
seemed to be the place of safety for us, and we determined 
to cut short our travels and return home, intending to pass 
the summer at least in my own house at Highberg, Penn- 
Sylvania. 

. “It is a little village among the mountains, and it did not 
Seem possible that we could be followed there, even if our 
‘enemies were really as determined as they claimed to be. 
i “Still trying to avoid detection if anybody were watch- 
ang us, we sent our two or three servants to Berlin, as if 
Mve intended to follow them, and then slipped away by 
night train to Calais, thence across the channel to England, 
‘and so to Southampton, where we took the first’ steamer 


ge 
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‘for New York. 

' ‘My husband had been steadily improving in spirits dur- 
g the voyage and seemed to feel that once in America, he 
ould be perfectly safe, although he still believed that it 
ould be well to hide ourselves in Highberg for some 

nths. 
There were several hundred people on the dock to meet 
steamer, and while we were having our trunks exam- 
4ned by the customs officers, Pierre suddenly started and 
Sank to the floor. I knelt beside him. I 
‘‘They are here!’ he whispered. 

‘<< Who?’ I asked, though of course 
le truth. 

‘¢ ‘My assailants,’ he replied; ‘I caught sight of two of 
hem in the crowd. They saw me. They were waiting for 
he boat. We have been followed and trapped.’ 

““T was sadly frightened, but I tried to assure my hus- 
and that no harm could come to him with so many per- 


I suspected the terri- 


'Wsons about, and I spoke of the power of American law, but 
The was much disturbed in spite of anything I could say. 


‘‘Mr,. Raymond is not a coward, but still suffering from 
is wounds and the shock, you can readily understand that 
e would be somewhat unnerved. However, he made a pre- 


ense of having knelt down to open a trunk and before he) 


ose we had planned to throw our enemies off the track. 


“T don’t know that the plan was a good oné, but it was 
he best we could think of at the moment. Lea¥ing our 
ibaggage to be sent for later, we took a carriage and grove 
o the Grand Central Depot, where Pierre took a train for 
uffalo. He will not go there, however. He will get off at 
TIbany and travel as Soon as possible to Elmira. It was my 
ntention to take the ten o’clock train by the Lackawanna 
‘road for Elmira and wait for him there. I should have been 
‘three or four hours ahead of him, and I told the driver to 
urry. 

‘‘T suppose he tried to whip his horses to a faster speed 
nd so lost control of them. Atall events, the accident 
appened as you saw, and now I cannot catch the train.”’ 

‘**No,’’? said Nick, who had been listening intently, ‘‘even 
f there had been no runaway itis doubtful if you could 
ave reached the ferry by ten o’clock. It is a little past the 
our now.”’ 

‘*And there is no other train until one!’’ exclaimed Mrs. 
‘““We were to go from Elmira to 
Hichberg, of course, and have some friend in the city send 

our baggage on in such a way that our enemies could not 
race us by it.’’ 


TE 
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‘‘What you intended to do,’’ said Nick, slowly, “‘was to 
deceive your pursuers by dividing.’’ 

“Yes; wasn’t it a good plan?”’ 

‘‘Perhaps so. Never mind that now. If they were de- 
ceived, so much the better. Did you see any of them at the 
Grand Central?”’ 

‘‘T thought I saw one, but Iam sure that none went 
the train with Pierre.’’ 

‘Then he’s safe for the present. Don’t you see, though, 
that they are likely to follow you and. so find your hus- 
band? I don’t want to alarm you unnecessarily, but some 
of them may even now be watching you.”’ 

Mrs. Raymond glanced around with a startled expres- 
sion. 

‘“‘T had thought,’’ she answered, nervously, ‘‘that I could 
catch the ten o’clock train and so elude them.’’ 

‘‘Have you any fear ot them for yourself?”’ 

‘‘Not at all. My husband is certain that they will not in- 
terfere with me.’’ 

‘‘Very well. You must rejoin your husband, of course, 
and there’s no use in trying to mask your movements. Let 
your baggage stay where it is and take the one o’clock train 
for Elmira. Let me see; ‘‘Nick consulted a book of time- 
tables that he always carried with him. ‘‘Yes, that’s ths 
first train you can get. Iwill’beon thattrain. You may not 
know me, but be sure that I shall be there. I will make 
myself known to you when it is necessary.”’ 

‘‘Heaven bless you, Mr. Carter! I will trust you abso- 
lutely.’’ 

“Thank you. Ido not think you need to fear for your 
husband if he is familiar with traveling in this country.”’ 

‘‘Oh, he is! he lived here for years and speaks English 
perfectly.”’ 

‘‘Very well. I will leave you to prepare for my journey. 
Don’t be alarmed if you do not see me until you’ve been 
some time in EKimira. Good-morning.’’ 

‘‘Good-by, Mr. Carter. I shall take the one o’clock train 
without fail.”’ 


on 
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CHAPTER. II. 
CHICK’S PERIL. 


As soon as he had parted from Mrs. Raymond Nick 
mounted his wheel, which had not been seriously injured, 
and rode back to the spot where he had left the runaway. 

A few idlers still lingered there, but the carriage had 
| been driven away. Not far off was the policeman who had . 
taken part in the scene. Nick rode up to him. 2 

‘‘Who was the driver of that carriage?’’ asked the detect- 
ive. 

- The policeman pulled his memorandum-book from his 
| pocket, and, after @onsulting it, answered: 

‘*William Johnson, 14 West One Hundredth street.”’ 

** Johnson is not a licensed cabman.’’ 

| ‘No, sir. Heis coachman for H. A. Watterson, of the 
address I gave you.”’ » 

‘‘Did he explain how he happened to be driving for that 
ilady?”’ 

‘‘Mrs. Raymond? Yes, sir,’’ and again the policeman 
‘consulted his memorandum. ‘‘Mr. Watterson is a friend of 
the Raymonds and sent Johnson down to meet them at the 
‘American Line pier. She got in from Southampton, Eng- 
land, this morning.”’ 

‘‘Where has Johnson gone?’’ i 

“Mo get his carriage repaired. He said he 

‘at some place near Longacre square.”’ 

‘*All right;”? and Nick prepared to go on. © 

Nick would have liked to find the driver again, but there 
was none too much time for doing all he wished before one 
o’clock. He wheeled rapidly up Eighth avenue to Forty- 
second street, where he stopped two or three minutes and 
‘made a pretense of examining his machine. His real pur- 

pose was to find, if possible, whether anybody was shadow- 
ing him. 

There was no one in sight whose face he could remember 
seeing in the crowd about the runaway. More for the pur- 
pose of testing his suspicion than in any hope of falling 
upon Johnson, he rode off toward the east, made the cir- 
cuit of Longacre square, and then returned to Kighth ave- 
nue, where he again stopped to inspect the machine. 
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Satisfied at last that nobody was on his track, he re-'in imitation of measIam now and take the one 0’clo 
mounted and continued at a scorching rate to One Hun-) train for Elmira. I shall go in the same car that Mrs, Ra 
dredtk street. mond takes. You sit elsewhere, but when we are pret 

He stopped at No.°14 and asked for Mr. Watterson. He} well along in the journey you might pass through the t 
was not in the least surprised when the servant who had} to see if anything has developed.* I’ll give you the sig 
answered his ring, looked stupidly at him without reply-| Unless I do we’re not to know anything about each Other. 
ing. | Nick, with a very different disguise, went out by way 
“Doesn't Mr. Watterson live here?’’ asked Nick. the second house upon another street; while Chick in qd 

The servant shook her head. time left the well-known residence of the great detective jy” 

‘*Anybady of that name live near here?”’ a perfectly open manner, and grip.in hand, proceeded tj 

‘‘Nope. Not that I know of,’’ and the door was slammed | the Christopher street ferry. 
upon him. Having bought his ticket, Nick waited in the ferry-houg 

The detective pedaled down to Columbus avenue and en-| until he saw Mrs. Raymond appear. The lady came alon 
tered one of the many real estate offices that are located |She paid simply the ferry fare and went into the waitin 
all along its length. He asked if a Mr. Watterson owned or|room. She walked all about it as if looking for somebody 
occupied any house in the vicinity. and finally sat down without having spoken or passed 

“Guess not,’’ replied the agent, turning toa book of|sign to anybody. 
maps. ‘‘I don’t recall the name. No, taere’s no Watterson! A boat arrived presently and both crossed to Hoboker 
hereabouts.”’ Mrs. Raymond made the circuit of the waiting-room ther 

‘‘May I use your telephone a moment?”’ as she had done on the New York side, and there bought 

““Certainly.’’ ticket for Elmira. The train was made up and she took a) 

Nick called up his own house. Patsy’s voice answered | seat in the parlor car. 


‘Hello, Pat,’’ said Nick; ‘‘is Chick at home?’’ 

‘*He’s just gone over to the express offices, Fifth avenue 
and Twenty-third street. ’’ 

“Go after him and tell him to stay at home until I comée.’’ 

‘Right.- Say!” 

“What is it?’’ 

“‘T think Chick’s got a big case on.”’ 


very back of the same car where he could observe all the 
passengers. 
From the window he saw Chick pass along the platform | 
to a forward car just before the train started. - } 
Chick, having nobody to watch, occupied the time with | 
a book until the train had been several hours on the way, | 
He was sitting in the smoker. oe ; 
‘“Tell him to hold it till I come.’’ Having come to the end of his book, he laid’it down and © 
“Yep. Good-by.”’ looked out of the window. ) 
Nick returned to his machine, debating whether to leave/~ They were passing through one of the wildest, most 
itata shop near by and go down by train, or to-.return | mountainous parts of Pennsylvania, thé road curving con 
openly to his house with it. He decided upon the latter | stantly and skirting the side of towering hills. From th 
course, and within half an hour he was at his door. Side of the cat..en which Chick sat he looked almost straight | 
Chick was in the library. down to a foaming river at least a hundred feet below the 
‘“‘What’s the case Patsy speaks of?’’ asked Nick. : level of the tracks. 
“‘Tt’s a fake,’’ replied Chick, He had seen nothing of Nick and thought it about time 
“How so? tell me all about it.”’ to follow the suggestion his chief had offered and pas 
“A man who said he was James Harvey, of Boston, | through the train to see if anything had happened. 
called to see you. I was here, and when he addressed me| He rose and proceeded to the rear of the car. As he laid 
as Mr. Carter I didn’t undeceive him. He said he had been | his hand onthe door aman got up froma seat near the 
robbed of a big sum of money and documents which it was | back and followed him. 
important for him to recover. He was anxious to have me| Chick did not see him, and with one hand on his hat to 
take the ten o'clock limited and go right along with him. keep it from blowing away, and the other extended to 
‘*T didn’t fancy his story and refused to go sosoon. Told | grasp the rail, for the train was not vestibuled, he stepped | 
him I should have to get ready, and soon. Iasked him a|upon the platform. It was his intention to turn and close. 
“lot of questions about the case and took down the addresses | the door as soon as he had caught the rail, but before he 
e he gave, and then\said I would go to Boston some time} had touched it he was struck and pushed violently so that 
~~ during the day. He made an appointment to meet me at| he fell down the steps upon the river side of the train. 
the Parker House at nine-thirty this evening. | With both hands he caught at the ironwork of the plat 
‘After he had gone I went to an express office and looked | form. 
up a Beston directory. Fhe addresses he gave me were all | One hand missed; the other grasped the edge of the top 
right.. James Harvey was there, at a number on State! step. 
street, just as he had said. Still I wasn’t satisfied, and I} He braced his knee as well as he could against the lowest 
called up the Boston police over, the long distance tele- step, conscious that he was imperfectly balanced, and that 
uy phone. j Hi a slight jar might throw him off. ; 

I asked if James Harvey had made any statement or! No sooner had he laid his hand upon the top step than 
complaint to them, and when they answered no, I asked | he felt a sharp pain in his fingers. . 
them as a personal favor to find out whether he was at his| Chick: could see a man hanging to the railing and the 
office. : door-knob, stamping with his foot upon the clinging fingers, 

“It’s not far from headquarters to State street, you | trying to force them from their frail hold. 
know, and in about fifteen minutes I got the answer that} Had hislife depended upon the support rendered by that 
Mr. Harvey was in his office as usual, I had them describe | hand, he would have lost it speedily, for he could not hold 
him to me, and that settled it. The man who called here | on under the crushing pressure of the man’s foot. 
was thirty years younger than the Harvey they described.”.| He had grasped again with his other hand, however, 
_ Might hawe been his son,” suggested Nick. and caught the upright iron rod that held the rail. 
_Lasked about that. James Harvey is a bachelor.’’ It was now a question whether he could swing himself 
Ah! well, listen to this, ’’ and Nick gave his assistant a | with one arm to a position where he could get firmly upon 
* * 


him. Nick followed his programme and chose a seat at th 


‘. 


rapid account of the runaway and Mrs, Raymond’s:story. | both knees, and then to his feet: .. 
“Sounds like quite a. case, doesn’t it?’’ commented Chick. | “He drew his bruised fingers aiyiiy from the stamping 
“Yes, and there’s a good deal more to it than Mrs. Ray- | boot of his enemy and tried-to. grip the side rail of the car, 
mond told me. There’s something in the wind, sure.”’ but his fingets«refused to clase over it, 3 
_ Nick reflected a moment and then told Chick about his} As he struggled, therefore, with one arm to pull himself 
investigation of the story driver Johnson told ‘the police-|to the platform, more than half his body hanging out over 
man. : ‘ » .. }the lowest step, the man above stoc a ing 
The detective consulted a New York directory. _* % [on by one hand, tried with the other @ ae chick off. : 
_ “There’s no H. A, Watterson here,’’ he remarked clos-|_ He might have succée ded, for. Chick was never at worse 
ing the book with a bang. _ i a disadvantage in a fieht tor life, but just then the door of 
We’ll follow this up, Chick,’’ he continued. ‘Make up! the rear car was thrown-open, and a man dashed across the 
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0’ cloc atform and dealt the stooping ruffian a hovritic blow upon 
Ss, Ray u head. 

) prett iol) Shee his knees, lost has grip, and half, 


1e trai 


6 Sigy 

other,’ Bacuctod had he been on solid ground; 
Way hedwwith the motion of the car and fell 
in dui and off upon the mountain side of the train. 
tive ini Nick—for it was he who had. come to the rescue—had 
ded 4 d no attention to this man after striking him, but had 


hed. down to pull Chick to a place of safety. 


~house J his he did in an instant, and just caught sight of the 

alone, ner’s falling figure as it toppled from the platform. 

aiting. ith one armsaround Chick, lest he should fall from 

ebody mtness, he caught the bell-rope and pulled it sharply. 
hen he bore Chick into the smoking-car and laid him | 


issed ay 


Doken, ‘It was a fas call, old man,’’ whispered Chick, date: 
there a long breath. 

aght 4 “I should say so,’’ growled Nick, with a savage frown. 
took a flere, take a good dose,”’ and he held a flask of liquor to 


ick’s lips. 
it the he train was coming toa stop and the conductor ap 
ll the @ ached the detectives to learn what was the matter. 


I pulled the rope, * gaid Nick; ‘‘a man left the train 
way back, and I thought you might like to pick him up.’ 
When the conductor ‘inquired more particularly Nick an- 
Swered: 
fl was coming forward for a smoke, and I saw this gen- 
Be an hanging to the platform by not much more than his 
h and another fellow trying to push him off. I gave the 
i r fellow a blow, but I didn’t knock him off the train; 
a then helped this man up. By that time the other man 


tform 


Y with 
way, 


D and 


Most 


- COn- ; 
n the ‘ shall have to know more about ‘this, gentlemen, ”’ said 
aioht mM #he conductor, signaling to the engineer to back; ‘‘your 
v the Wa ‘names and addresses, please?’’ 


Wick gave one of the signals so well known by the detect- 
S, and Chick promptly “took from his pocket one-of Nick’s 


time 
cards which he handed to the conductor, saying, ina low 


pass. | 
_ tone: 
laid a “Keep the name dark, conductor, until I can talk with 
r the fm you in the baggage-car.’ 
| The conductor whistled softly and tucked the card away. 
it to fy The name of the great detective was like magic to him. 
a 4 “My name is Mayo,’’ said Nick; ‘‘I haven’t a card with 
pped 46; Richard Mayo, Fifth Avenue Hotel, New York. Are 
close mM much hurt, sir?’’ 


Chick, to whom this question was addressed, looked rue- 


'for me. 


“Aes )) fully at his right hand. 
it feels,’’ he answered, ‘‘as if two of my fingers were 
Z broken.” 
a i ick looked at the injured hand and saw that Chick’s 
top frmmise was unfortunately true. Several passengers had 
athered about them. 
west “We'll go forward to the baggage-car, conductor,’’ said 
tad ck, ‘‘where we can be out of the way, and I'll try to set 
S$ gentleman’s fingers straight.’ 
han +) Forward they accordingly went, and just as Chick seated | 
| limself in an arm-chair, the train halted beside the dead 
the y of the man who had tried to push him off. Both went 
ors to the side door of the car and looked out as several train- 
*”) “hands lifted the bruised remains on board. 
at As they did so a portion of the man’s beard was pushed | 
201d. | lic showing that he had been disguised. | 
| Wick stooped over and pulled away all the beard. 
ver. he dead man was Johnson, the driver of the runaway 
self 
n 

CHAPTER IIL. 
Ins Ay MRS. RAYMOND AND THE DEAD MAN. 
ot As soon as the train had started again, Nick proceeded to 
ene et Chick’s broken fingers and bandage them in splints 
er le from a wooden bar.that he wrenched from one of the | 


gage-car windows. .As he worked with all the skill of | 


ing 
i yexperienced surgeon he told Chick who the dead man 
oo and they discussed the strange case they were en- 
of edon. 


"said Nick, ‘‘un 


doubtedly supposed he was attacking me when he tried to 
push you off the platform. 

‘‘Yes, he recognizéd the make-up.’’ 

““There’s only one meaning to it, Chick.’’ 

“Exactly. The case is a put- -up job to do you.” 

‘“‘More than that, I suspect.’’ 

“More? I should like to know what more——”’ 

“What about James Harvey, of Boston?’’ 

**Do you think that was a part of the same fake?”’ 

“Ido. The man who called on you didn’t mistake you 
He pretended to, and his object was to decoy you 
in one direction while the others got me off in another. By 
separating us they thought they could fix us both.”’ 

‘‘Never mind, old fellow. I’m onto their game now, and 
that’s half the battle. I’m not going to let you out of it en- 
tirely, for now that this has happened, you’ll have to per- 
sonate me to Mrs. Raymond.’’ 

“O. K. Shall I tell her about Johnson?”’ 

‘‘Yes, but not at the start. You must arrange with the 
conductor to have the body taken as far as Elmira and put 


|off there. I'll go back to the parlor car. When you come in 


you'll see Mrs. Raymond in chair No. 12, on the north side 
of the car. Tell her about the attempt on your life and use 
your judgment about mentioning Johnson. It may be bet- 
ter not to let her know until we can confront her with the 
corpse. I leave it to you.’ 

‘All right, Nick.’’ 

As soon as Nick had gone Chick sought the bpaductor. 

‘*T suppose,’’ he said, ““that you’ve caught on to the fact 
that the dead man is a criminal who was trying to do me 
up.”’ 

‘‘Ves, Mr. Carter,’’ replied the conductor, ‘‘I supposed it 
must be something of the sort 4s soon as I saw your card.”’ 

‘Take the body as far as Elmira, then. I will be respon- 
sible and will look after it.’’ 

Chick then went into the parlor car. Few passengers 
were init, and he saw that Nick had takena chair just 
across the aisle from Mrs. Raymond. The chair in front of 
her was not occupied. 

Chick approached it and sat down. 

Mrs. Raymond. did not notice him until then, when she 
uttered an exclamation of pleased surprise and extended 
her right hand. 

The detective gave her his left, saying: 

. **Vou’ll have to excuse me for being left-handed. I’ve 
just had a slight accident, and I can’t use my right hand.”’ 

‘‘What has happened, Mr. Carter?’’ 

“‘Don’t be alarmed, Mrs. Raymond. My injury is slight. 
Some villain unknown to me tried to push me off the plat- 
form about half an hour ago while we were going at full 
speed. You see I have enemies, too.’’ 

A look of ghastly horror overspread the lady’s face, and 
for a moment she could not speak. 

‘‘He was unknown to you?”’’ she said, faintly at last. 

‘*Yes, I never saw him before.’’ : 

‘‘What happened?’’ she asked, after a moment. 

‘‘A gentleman came along just in time to save me. Iam 
a very hard subject, Mrs. Raymond. Luck is always on my 
side.”’ 

‘“How very fortunate,’’ she said, trying to smile. ‘‘What 
became of the man who attacked you?”’ 

‘*He fell off the platform.”’ 

‘‘While the—train—was—going?”’ 

Had he not been so suspicious that her whole story was 
a fabrication, Chick would have refrained from disturbing 
her with any account of what had happened; but as it was 
he felt bound to push the matter on the chance that she 
might betray herself. ef) i 

‘“*Ves,’? he answered, “didn? t you notice that the train 
stopped and backed while we were far from a station?” 

“T did, but I didn’t go out. Why was it?”’ 

PEG pick him up.” 

‘“*Vou found him, then?”’ 

‘(The train-hands did.”’ 

‘* And he—was he——”’ 

‘‘Dead, Mrs.’Raymond.”’ 

She pressed her ‘handkerchief to her lips one averted her 

“<*We shall be in Elmira in about an hour,’’ said Chick, 
after some time had passed. 


“*T wish we were there now,’’ groaned the lady. 
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‘You are likely to get there ahead of your husband, even 
though you did start later than you had expected to.”’ 

*“I1’m afraid not,’’ she said. 

‘‘Will you go directly to a hotel?”’ 

“°V' es. 79 

“JT will follow you. It might be as well that we should 
not be seen together.”’. 

Mrs. Raymond nodded, and a moment later Chick started 
to rise. She turned to him again, and her eyes bade him 
remain. 

‘Tt has a fearful fascination for me,’’ she went on, ‘‘this 
attack upon you. I cannot get it out of my mind. Tell me, 
what have they done with—the body—of the man——”’ 

‘Tt is in the baggage-car, madame.”’ 

During the rest of the journey Nick kept his eyes upon 
Mrs. Raymond. She was deeply agitated, and seemed to be 
suffering from suspense, for she frequently consulted her 

watch and the time-table of the road, and she endeavored 
to read the names on the station signs by which they rushed 
at intervals. 

“‘She’d like to know,’’ thought Nick, ‘‘which one of her 
accomplices it is who lies dead in the baggage-car.”’ 

At Elmira she was one of the first to alight. 

Nick managed to keep within view of her, but he left it 
to Chick to carry out any plan he had formed. 

It was a waiting game with both of them. 

Two men came from the smoker and passed close to Mrs. 
Raymond. 

Nick promptly gave his attention to the two men. 

He could not see that they had given her any sign, but it 
was certain that it was their presence had agitated her. 

When the men. had passed from the station Mrs. Ray- 
mond approached Chick, who had been standing not far 
from her as if waiting to follow her toa hotel. _ 

‘‘You told me that we’d best not be seen together, Mr. 
Carter,’’ she said, ‘‘but—I do not see my husband, and I 
should feel so much safer if you were to escort me.”’ 

‘‘Certainly, madame,’’ returned Chick, readily, and he} 
offered her his arm. 

He turned to leave the station, but she held back. 

‘‘Do you, mind,’’ she began, hesitatingly; ‘‘I’m afraid | 
you ll think it is morbid curiosity on my part, and perhaps 
itis, but I should like to see the body of the man who at- | 
tempted your life. I think it was taken from the bagguge- | 
car just now.”’ 

**T don’t think there can be any objection,’ 
‘**do you think you can bear the sight?”’ 

‘‘Oh, yes!”’ she exclaimed, resolutely, and she started ' 
down the platform, | 

‘‘Where have you placed the victim of the accident?’ | 
asked Chick of the conductor of ‘the train, who was just| 
signaling the engineer to go ahead. 

‘‘In there at the back,’’ he replied, pointing toward a 
door. 

Chick and Mrs. Raymond entered. 

Mrs. Raymond stopped when a few feet distant. 

‘‘Do you wish to see his face?’’ asked Chick. 

‘Yes,’ she answered, and her grip tightened upon his 
arm. 

Chick stepped forward. 

Mrs. Raymond let go his arm and folded her hands com- 
posedly in front of her. 

The detective stooped over and raised the cloth, looking 


"replied Chick; 


'Mrs. Raymond. 


at the same time at Mrs. Raymond. 

Her glance was steady, almost stony. 

“‘That will do,’’ she said, without moving. 

Chick replaced the cloth and gave her his arm again. 

‘‘Did you recognize him?’’ he asked. ‘ 

‘*Yes,’’ she answered, in a low tone; 

‘“‘What is terrible, madame?’’ 

“That man is one of the pursuers of my husband!’’ 

Chick could hardly refrain a start of surprise. 

‘‘Didn’t you recognize him as anything else?’’ he asked. 

‘‘No. What do you mean?”’ 

Her tone betrayed extreme anxiety. 

“That is the man who was your driver this forenoon.’’ 

Mrs. Raymond was apparently unmoved. 

“‘Tt doesn’t seem possible,’’ she said, after a slight pause. 
‘“‘T didn’t pay much attention to the driver, and yet I do re- 
member a resemblance. I wonder if.others could have been 
on the train.”’ 


‘isn’t it terrible!’ 


for me there. 
think you are mistaken about that man. 4 

‘‘Perhaps so,’’ admitted Chick, think] 
alarm the woman by insisting on the po 

Accordingly they took a carriagea 
hotel. . 

After Chick had registered for her she went to her room, 
and he sent to the depot for his grip, which he had lett in 
the baggage-room because he could not manage to carry i 
and escort Mrs. Raymond with one arm useless. ; 


CHAPTER IV. 
A FIGHT IN THE DARK. 


Chick waited in the hotel office until he overheard an 
order for supper to be sent to Room 41, the number to 
which Mrs. Raymond had been assigned. 

He had told Mrs. Raymond to send for him at any time, J 
but he had not put his name upon the register. 

Instead, he had quietly informed the clerk that he was § 
Nick Carter, and warned him to say nothing of his pres. j 
ence there, ay 

After he had been waiting in the office a few minutes he Im 


isaw Nick come down the stairs and go into the dining. 


room. 

He gave Chick a sign to follow, and presently they were } 
sitting at the same table. 

Then Nick added, in a whisper: 

‘‘Have you taken a room?”’ 

¢ ‘No. 9 

‘““Get two, then; connecting vooms, both opening on the | 
corridor. No matter what floor. Give me the key to one of | 
them.’’ 

‘“What name?’ 

‘*Carter.”’ 

Chick 


accordingly left the table and returned to the | 


| office. A 


He wrote ‘‘Nicholas Carter, New York,’’ on the hote 
book, and, having asked for two rooms such as Nick had 
described, was assigned to Nos. 58 and 59 on the third floor. 

He took one of the keys to Nick, and then went to the 
rooms, ordering supper sent up as he passed the office. 

A waiter attended to his needs promptly, and as soon as 


|he had gone away the door of the adjoining room opened 


and Nick came in. He spoke in whispers. 

‘This is a great game,’’ he said. 

‘What have you found?’’ 

‘Mighty little, but it’s enough to removeall doubt about 
Two men who came with us on the train 
went into her room just before I went to supper.” 

‘“They must’ have known all about Johnson.’’ 

“Certainly. They’re in the plot and how many mor 7 
there are I don’t know. Wemust find out before we d0 |) 
anything definite.”’ | 

“How are you going to do it?”’ 

‘““T’ll change places with you for a time.”’ 

Nick was already changing his disguise so that he should 9 
look exactly like Chick, and be the same in appearance | 
that he was when he first met Mrs. Raymond. fh 

There was a knock, and Chick withdrew hastily into the J 


| adjoining room. 


‘‘Come in!’’ called Nick. p 
The clerk came in and closed the door carefully behind 
him. : 
i “The lady in forty-one has asked for you, sir,’’ he said. 

I thought I'd better tell you myself.’ 

Much obliged. Tell her I’ll come directly.”’ 

Yes, sir,’’ and the clerk, who looked as if he wished he 
rey) more about the reasons for the detective’s visit, wet! 
out. 

‘That's better,’’ said Nick, as Chick reappeared. “You'd 
better wait here a while. Nothing serious is likely to hal- 
pen, and if there should I don’t want you to damage you 
hand so that it will neyer get well.. So long.”’ 

He thrust his right hand into a sling which he had pre 
pared similar to the one Chick wore, and left the room. 

Room 41 was on the floor below and at the very front ° 
the hotel; Chick’s rooms were at the farther end of a wit? 
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sis the’ case in most hotels the corridors were ee 


broken here and there by short steps. Nick could have | 

e toward the front and descended by the main. stair- 
ay, but for no reason unless that the stairs were nearer 
1and, he turned from the main corridor into a narrower 
age ‘and approached a flight of stairs that led from its 


PA fow feet from the head of the stairs the passage was 
oken by two steps. 
Nick had put his foot on the top of these steps when the 
ngle gas-jet burning in the passage went out. 
He instantly withdrew his arm from the sling, jumped 
down the ie and placed his back against the wall. 
| None too soon, for two men pounded after him. 
' There might have been forty of them for all that he could 
ee, put in the struggle that followed he could feel : that 
ere were only two. 
One of them, deceived by his quick turn to the wall, 
v Brent stumbling past and brought up against the banister 
fat the head of the stairs. 
The other came full tilt upon Nick. 
Believing that his assailant would attempt to stab him 
ick sought his arms and in an instant had the fellow by 
th wrists. 
With all his strength he swung the man about and sent 
im spinning in the darkness toward the stairs. 
He evidently collided with his partner, and one of them 
1. 


Without pausing to reach for his pocket-lamp, Nick 
hharged after them. 
It seemed but_a step when he again felt the form of an 
ntagonist. 
| Moving his left arm up and down to break any blow that 
night be delivered, he struck out with his right. 

His fist evidently landed on the man’s chest, for there 
owas a loud gasp, and the man reeled backward, tripped on 
the one who had previously fallen, and went banging down 
‘the stairs. 

Nick’s knee came against the other, and stooping over, 

€ pitched him after his companion, 

Not a word had been said by any one. 

The whole affair had thus far occupied but a few seconds. 

Nick was reaching No lamp now when suddenly the 
Whole scene was lit up by a brilliant ight from behind. 

Chick had heard the very first of the attack, and in spite 
of his wound he had rushed to the assistance of his chief. 

b He was running through the passage with his pocket- 
lamp in his left hand and a pistol between his teeth. 

_Nick instantly perceived a greater danger than an attack 


in the dark. 


“Go back, Mr. Carter!’’ he cried; 
ellows, whoever they are.”’ 
Chick immediately shut the slide of his lamp, and the 
assage was again in darkness. 
He ‘perceived as soon as Nick spoke that it would not be 
well for the assailants to recognize that there were two 
Nick Carters in the hotel, and seeing that Nick had dis- 
posed ‘of the ruffians, he was content to return to his room. 
' When he spoke Nick turned his back upon the stair-way 
0 that the assailants, if they were able to see at all, should 
mot recognize him. 
» Asa matter of fact, so quickly were events taking place, 
they were still occupied in tumbling down stairs. 
It is not likely that they would have recognized him had 
he looked straight at them. 
The trifling delay, however, was to their advantage, for 
hen Nick shot the rays of his own lamp upon them, they 
had picked themselves up and were making off. 
q Nick leaped down the stairs after them, but even as he 


“‘T can manage these 


Hwent it occurred to him that it would be petter to let them 


et away. 
They were the two whom he had seen at the station, and 
© was convinced that there must be more in the gang. 
Moreover nothing would suit his purpose completely un- 
ss he managed toi implicate Mrs. Raymond in the attempts 
upon his life, : and there was not sufficient evidence yet that 
he was back of it all. 
So, although he made a great pretense of pursuing, he 
ent. no farther than the head of the next flight, and saw 


ith satisfaction that they had made their way through a 


side door to the street. 


“You'll have one more chance,’’ thought Nick, ined the 
inext time I reckon we'll have the lady in it.’’ 


of an employee who was in the lower corridor. 

He had warned the office and Nick now saw the clerk 
hurrying toward him. 

He uastily readjusted the sling and put his right hand in 
it. 


= The noise. of the scrimmage had attracted the attentio J 


‘“What’s the trouble, Mr. Carter?” exclaimed the elerk, 
breathlessly. 
‘Robbers, I guess,’’ returned Nick, indifferently ; ‘‘they 
made an awkward attack on me inthe dark and have man- 
aged to get away.’’ 

The clerk was greatly excited. 

‘‘Sha’n’t I send for the police, Mr.——’’ he began. 

Nick caught him by the arm. 

“Do nothing about it,’? he said, in a low tone; for two. 
porters were following the clerk tothe spot. ‘‘Tell your 
men that an intoxicated guest fell down stairs, if you like, 
but don’t mention my name out loud in the. matter. ‘ 

“All right, sir, just:as you say. I hope nothing bad will 
happen in the hotel.”? 

‘There will probably be.no more excitement. ”’ 

Nick turned as if to go up stairs, and the clerk and port- 
ers slowly went back to the office. 

As soon as they had begun to descend the main stair-way 
Nick proceeded along the passage, and a moment later 
knocked at the door of Room 41. 


CHAPTER V. 
MRS. RAYMOND EXPLAINS. 


*“Come in,’’ said Mrs. Raymond’s voice. 

Nick turned the knob, but the door was locked. 
He heard her rise from a chair and come rapidly ACTOSS: - 
the room to open the door. 

The key turned, the door was pulled open, and Mrs. 
Raymond stood staring at him, her lips parted and her 
eyes full of terror. 

It was only for an instant, however. 
self-possession quickly and exclaimed: 

‘‘How you frightened me!’’ 

‘*Didn’t you expect.to see me?’’ asked Nick, feigning sur-" 
prise; ‘‘I understood that you sent for me.”’ 

‘‘Yes, I did; I had forgotten—no, not that! but Iam so 
dreadfully nervous, you know. You will excuse me; won’t 
you?’’ 

*‘Certainly. Iwas a little delayed in getting here.’’ 

‘*Indeed! how? Come in, please. What happened?’’ 

‘‘A gentleman on the floor above was attacked by some- 
body in a dark corridor. I went to his help, but was too 
late to do any good.”’ ; 

‘Was he injured?”’ 

‘‘Not in the least.”’ 

‘“Was—was that all?’’ 

‘““Yes. The villains got away.”’ 

Mrs. Raymond shuddered. 

vd seem to be followed by deeds of violence wherever I 
go,’’ she said, plaintively. 

‘‘And you’re responsible for them,’ 
comment; Aloud he said: 

‘‘Have you heard from your husband?” 

“Yes. That was why I sent for you.” 

“T thought so.’ } 

Mrs. Raymond gave him a quick glance of inquiry. It 
was clear that she was afraid of him, that she recognized 
his keenness, and she doubtless wondered whether he had 
seen through her plot. 

‘‘Had you, too, heard anything ’ about him?’’ she asked, | 

‘“‘T? Oh, no! I’ve been waiting for you to send for me.’ 

nee received this note a few minutes ago.’ 

She handed him a pigee of brown wrapping. paper on> 
which was written in .. = 


“My DEAR WirE:—l have arrived in Elmira safely and E 
think without having been followed, but I dare not go to 
the hotel for fear that my enemies may have followed you. 
Why not start for Highberg to-night?* We could arrive 
there by sunrise and then we should be safe! 

‘Let us try it! I will not mention where I am_ hiding, 


She recovered her 


> was Nick’s silent 


an 
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| SEAT ES HIRE SESE LEPGALI SE TEA STS Daa BE NS OES a Ts EST CE 
———— 


Be ae CST NO TU as TS TOA REM a AA A AD 
st this fall into the hands of my enemies, who, I fear, are | 
firking about the hotel. You will know, however, where | 
> find me. You remember my unfortunate fellow-country- 
man whomI befriended last, year? Iam at his house. 
Come if youcan. If you do not I shall have him get me a 
horse and carriage and shall start for Highberg alone. 
Your devoted PIERRE. ”’ 


“What do you think I should do, Mr. Carter?”’ 

Nick had no doubt that this letter was a trick gfo induce 
him to leave the hotel. 

Mrs. Raymond had evidently hoped that the attack in 
' the corridor would succeed, and when he knocked she had 
~~ probably supposed thatit was one cf her confederates. come 
to tell her about it. 

‘You know from this note, do you,’’ he asked, ‘‘where 
your husband is?”’ 

‘Ves. At Jean Pottier’s little house.”’ 

“Is it far?’ i 

‘* At the other end of the city.”’ 

“‘Do you hesitate to go?”’ i . 

‘‘No, not for myself, but what if I should be followed? I 
am very nervous, you see.”’ 

‘‘Have you seen any of your enemies since you arrived 
here?”’ 

“Only the one—you know, who can do nothing. But 
others might have come with him.’’ 

‘‘T am at your service, you know. I can get all the police 
assistance Elmira can furnish——’’ 

‘Oh! I wouldn’t have you do that! It would be sure to 
make our movements known, and our enemies while doing 
nothing here would follow us to Pennsylvania.”’ 

‘*Probably.”’ 

‘*Do you suppose, Mr. Carter, that we could take a car- 
riage at the side door and elude any who might be watch- 
ing for us? Isay us, for they may have discovered that 
you are assisting me.”’ 

‘‘T think we can manage it,’’ he said. 

‘‘Then will you have a carriage at the side door in a few 
minutes? Onée in Highberg, I shall feel perfectly safe.’’ 

“JT will send the clerk up to say ‘all ready,’”’ replied | 
Nick. ‘‘When he does so, you go to the side entrance. I 
will be inside the carriage.’’ 

*‘Thank you ever so much!”’ 

She spoke emphatically, but her eyes were anxious. 

““T will be as quick as I can,’’ said Nick, and he bowed 
himself out. 

He engaged the first hack he found and ordered it to go 
to the side door. 

Nick knew that he must be on the alert to avoid surprises | 
as soon as they were started, however, and when Mrs. 
Raymond came down and entered the carriage, he got out 
and said that he would sit with the driver. 

She made no objection whatever, but told the driver the 
address, and off they went. 

At the very outskirts of the city they pulled up before a 
small house. 

A man came out holding a lamp in his hand and called 
an French: 

“Ts it you, Madame Raymond?’’ 

“Yes, Jean,’’ she answered, in the same language; ‘‘is 
ali well?”’ 

‘‘Come direetly in, and I will tell you,’’ he said. 
all is well, but I must explain. Come in.”’ 

. Nick had dismounted and now stood by the carriage 
oor. 

The house door stood ajar and appeared to open upon a/} 
single room that took up the entire floor of the house. 


**Yes, 


Mrs. Raymond stepped out ofi the carriage, giving her 
hand to Nick as she did so. \ 

**Will you come in with me?’’ she asked. 

Nick bowed without replying. = 


His thoughts were Sonpen Ent ig a lookout for danger. | 


t 


He was as certain as could be 


at he was walking into 
@ trap. 


Broadway by daylight. 

It was rather curiosity that stirred him, for he felt con- 
fident that whatever his enemies might do, he would event- 
aally outwit them. 


: time 
‘‘I wonder how they will touch it off?’’ he thought. | 
He had no more fear than if he had been walking down | 


They stepped into the Frenchman’s little dwelling anq 
Pottier closed the door and set the light upon a table. 

Mrs. Raymond sank into a chair beside it. 

Nick stood near the door, and Pottier leaned against the 
wall opposite him. a 

‘‘Well, Jean,’’ said Mrs. Raymond, in French, ‘‘you have 
seen my husband, I hope?”’ 

‘Yes, madame,’’ he responded; ‘‘he was here and waited 
an hour. Then, thinking you dared not come, he sent me 


for a horse and carriage.”’ 

Mrs. Raymond put her handkerchief to her eyes. 

‘The carriage I could not get,’"continued Pottier, ‘‘but I 
for High. 


found him a good saddle-horse, and he set out 
berg not more than half an hour ago.”’ 

‘I am too late,’”? murmured Mrs. Raymond, without re- 
moving her handkerchief. ‘‘What shall I do?”’ 

“You have acarriage at the door,’’ suggested Pottier, 
‘‘Why not follow him? This gentleman——”’ 

“This gentleman,’’ interrupted Nick, himself speaking 
in French, ‘‘will go no farther. Your husband, madame, 
has not been here to-night, and he will not come.”’ 

He spoke decidedly, and Mrs. Raymond removed her 
handkerchief and looked at him wildly. There were no 
tears in her eyes. 

‘*What do you mean?’’ she whispered. 

‘“‘That your husband, madame, was last seen by you at 
the baggage-room of the Elmira station.”’ 

Mrs. Raymond’s eyes distended and her lips parted. 

**Ves,’’ she exclaimed, suddenly, “‘you are right!”’ 

She reached her hand to her bosom. 

Nick believed she was about to draw a revolver, and 
rather than cover her with his own weapon he stepped for- 
ward to wrest it from her. 

As hedid so Pottier made a quick movement and the 
floor gave way beneath the detective’s feet. 

It was literally a trap he had walked into. 

He threw out his left arm to catch at the floor. 

His right was hampered by the bandage, which he could 
not throw off soon enough. 

Nick checked his fall with his left arm, and at the same 
instant he felt his feet seized. ; 


A rope was passed quickly around them and drawn tight. “* 


Before he could pull himself up.or release his right arm 
he was yanked from below so violently that he lost his 


| hold, and went down altogether. 


He was seized by three men who proceeded to bind him 
until he was entirely corded from top to toe. 

It need not be said that he made valiant resistance, but 
he was at such a disadvantage that he could not exert his 
strength effectively, and his enemies worked with great 
speed. 

They turned him upon his face when they had pinioned 
his arms and made the knots as firm as human ingenuity 
could devise. 

Then they rolled him over, and he saw Mrs. Raymond 
looking down at him while Pierre held the light for her. 

“Bring him up when he’s ready, boys,” she said, coldly. 

They promptly hoisted him to the floor above, she her- 
self lending a hand in the operation. 

“Well, Nick Carter,’’ she asked, ‘‘what do you think of 
yourself?’’ ~ . 

Nick laughed. see gt 

‘Laugh away!’ she exclaimed; ‘‘this is your last night 
for laughing or doing anything else. I’1l make you under- 
stand before I get through with you that there is at least 
one person in the world who is as clever as you are. You 
will have the satisfaction of dying with the knowledge that 
no one will ever know what became of you.”’ 

‘‘Possible?’’ said Nick,,indifferently. 

Mrs. Raymond was thoroughly angered. 

_ “Better not tempt me!’’ she cried. ‘‘I have been prepa! 
ing for this a long time! I have been studying your move 
ments; I knew you would be out fora bicycle ride this 
morning; I have followed you on other. mornings. Ths 
I was ready.for you and I shall follow my pia” 
though when I think of my husband——”’ 

Her eyes shone fiercely, but they shed no tears. 

“Tam not responsible for your husband’s death,” said 
Nick, quietly. : 

“I _ know you are not. I know it was his fault. He neve 
should have tried that plan. But we won’t waste time. 


Bega) 


fo follow orders. 
) the smartest fiend in the world there, and if you give him 
any advantage he’ll get the best of you. Look out for him. 


11S 
ris 


not speak with you again, but I did want you to know 
I have been pursuing you.’ 
f I must die,’ suggested Wack, ‘*] should like to know 


here’s reason enough in the men you’ve done up—you 
‘ send any more to Sing Sing or the electrocution | 
r! And I’ve other reasons. You can guess them.’ 
Ido. And I guess that as good men as I am will be left 
© look out for you.’ 
‘The woman laughed wildly. : 
“You mean that sneaking assistant_of yours, do you? So 
ick is a better man than N ick Carter, eh? Ha! He'll find 
e same fate in Boston to-night that you ‘do nee my fine 
Pllow. What do you think now?’’ 
“T think he’ll get out of his‘ scrape as I shall dot out of 
un ine,”’ replied Nick. 
“Not he! nor you either! Take him along, boys. Besure 
We want no more failures. You’ve got 


hall go back to the hotel for some of my things and 
ll catch up with you by the time you are at the Mount- 
House. Remember, you are to wait for me.’’ 
‘We understand,’’ answered one of the men. 
| They had been standing silent, like so many slaves. Now 
h ey picked up the detective and carried him out of the lit- 
house by a back door. 

Mrs. Raymond returned to the carriage which faa been 
iting a short distance away, and Pierre the Frenchman 
mt with her. 

Nick heard him say: 

/ “T’ll ride inside this time, madame.’’ 


He spoke in English, and Nick believed ¢ that this was |” 


t of a scheme to make the driver think that he was re- 
ning with the same passengers. 

‘If they’re as clumsy as that,’’ thought Nick, ‘‘they’ll 
ke a slip somewhere and I shall get free.” 


| Witli all their mistakes, however, he had to admit that| 


work had been pretty well planned, and he knew that 
was now in as serious a situation as he had ever faced. 


CHAPTER VI. 
DEATH BY FIRE, 


Nick was $ lifted over the ‘tailboard of a two-seated open 
gon and pushed under the seats. 
wo of his captors sat in the rear and one in front. 
unting and fishing implements were in the wagon, 
ong them the canvas for a tent. 
This was thrown over the detective in an apparently 
eless fashion so that he would be concealed from the 
of passers. 
hey waited until the sound of Mrs. Raymond’s carriage 
d away and then whipped up. 
The captors exchanged few words during the first. two 
urs of the journey, and even when they had been 
rmed by several pulls at a flask that they passed from 
eto another, their conversation gave Nick no clew to 
6 history or purpose of their organization. 
So far he had. accounted for six persons—the three men 
the wagon, Mrs. Raymond, Jean Pottier, and the dead 


hon there was the Boston end of the plot; probably as 
ny more were concerned there. 

t was useless to speculate on the matter and Nick gave 
up. 

ith the jolting of the wagon he had ample opportunity 

test the strength of his bonds. 

Chere was no mistake about the one tia ie of the job. 
He could hardly stir a muscle. 

By constant straining he hoped to stretch or loosen the 
ny coils of rope around. his body and limbs, and through- 
the long journey he worked quietly with this in view. 
Once the wagon was stopped abruptly, and one of the 
ors bent over and crowded a cloth into Nick’s mouth. 
ortly after that the detective heard the rumbling of, 

other wagon. It passed by, and the sounds soon ceased. 
om the comparative smoothness of the‘road he judged 
they were passing through a town, and after that the 
ress was slower. 


In his uncomfortable situation Nick philosophically found 
one thing to be thankful for—his captors had placed him 
with his head toward the horse. 

If it had been otherwise he must have fainted, for they 
were now climbing steadily upward, and the road seemed. 
to be very steep. 

Occasionally the horse was permitted to stop and rest. 

When this happened the three captors listened intently 
for any sound of a carriage behind them. 

They were in absolute silence save for the heavy breath- 
ing of the horse. 

Now and again during the ride Nick had heard the bark- 
ing of a dog, and once the lowing of cattle came to his ears. 

After they had been some time on the uphill road all 
such sounds had ceased. 

They were evidently in the thick of an immense, unin- 
habited forest. 

It was not yet daylight, though the sky was beginning 
to lighten, when by the cramping of the wheels Nick 
judged that they had stopped for the last time. 

The captors dismounted and stretched their limbs and 
yawned. 

‘*How long d’ye s’pose ’fore the missis gets here?’’ asked 
one of them, sleepily. 

“We had at least half an hour’s start,’’ replied another, 
‘‘and I don’t believe she’d gain much if anyon us. We’ve 
come at a right smart pace considering the road.”’ 

‘*‘What ye goin’ to do now?”’ 

‘Wait for her, of course.’’ 

**Nice cool morning, an’t it?’’ 

‘tLittle chilly, but it will be warmer, bimeby.”’ 

All three laughed at this. 

“‘T’m blamed tuckered with that ride. 
at the flask.”’ 

“‘Drink hearty ;. there’s plenty of it.”’ 

The flask was evidently tr passed around and one said: 

**Let’s treat his nobs.”’ 

“To blazes with ’im. He an’t thirsty,’’ replied another. 
‘‘Stow ’im in the house, and I’ll take care of the wagon. 
There’ s no tellmg now how soon some party may be com- 
ing up the road on the way to the Summit House.”’ 

The tailboard was let down, and Nick was pulled from 
the wagon much as if he had been a sack of potatoes. 

He saw that they had stopped before a log house that 
stood ina little clearing a few rods from the mount " 
road. 

Back of it was a shed used ordinarily as a stable, appa- 
rently, but the driver did not take the horse and wagon 
there. 

Instead, he drove out to the road, and Nick saw that he 
turned up the slope. 

The other two bore him within the house. 

Like Pottier’s, it consisted of one room, but there was an 
unfinished loft covering about half the space, and in one 
corner steps led down to the basement. 

The house was built upon a steep side hill, so that below 
the main floor was,another room, probably equally large. 

The opening for the stairs could be closed by a door 
which hinged upon the floor itself. 

When they entered this door was raised and was leaning 
against the side of the house. 

There was almost no furniture in the room; a broken 
chair, a rough bench, and a large, rusty cooking-stove 
completed the outfit. 

Nick was dropped on the floor about in the middle of the 
room, and one of his captors sat down on the bench. 

The other sat on the stove. 

*“Nice place, ’? remarked the one on the bench. ' 

‘“Too bad it’s got to go, an’t it?’’ returned the other, 

‘“*S’pose it’s heavily insured?” : 

‘No the full value, dollar and a half, I guess.’ 

Both laughed at their jokes. They seemed to aa some- 
thing very funny in the subject. 

Nick didn’t bother his head with trying to make out 
what they meant. 
It was certain enough that they planned the worst for 
him, and up to the present he had not seen any way out of 

‘his fix. ) 

Work as he would during the long ride, he had not 
effected more than a slight looseness of the loops about his 
ankles. . 
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His arms were as tightly bound as at first. 

The captors helped themselves to another drink, and 
when they had finished, the third man came in. He locked 
and bolted the door behind him and looked contemptuously 
down at the prisoner. 

‘‘You’ve been a hard one to get,’’ he muttered, giving 
the detective a little kick, ‘‘but you’re worth the trouble.” 

“Don’t kick aman when he’s down, Don,’’ laughingly 
remarked the man on the stove. 

“That's taking a mean advantage of him, *’ added the one | 
on the bench. 

“Huh!’ said Don; ‘‘it’s easy enough to laugh at him 
now, but if it hadn’t been for his game hand I bet we 
wouldn’t have got him.”’ 

“That’s where Dick managed to do us some good, then, 
if he did get killed for it.”’ 

“Yes, but it came pretty near breaking the missis up,” 
replied Don; ‘‘she didn’t know which of us had tumbled 
from the train till we got to Elmira. When she saw me and 
Bill walking on the platform she knew ‘twas Dick. She 
held on pretty well for a woman.”’ 

‘“‘For a woman! Great snakes! She’s a better man than 
all the rest of us put together.”’ 

“‘T don’t deny it when you come to brains and daring, 
but most any woman would a-fainted or had a crying fit.”’ 

‘*Well, she didn’t.’’ 

‘*Nope, and by thunder! I believe she’s here now!”’ 

Nick with his ears close to the floor had heard the sound 
of approaching hoofs before they did. 

They opened the door just as a carriage turned in from 
the road. 

A moment later Mrs. Raymond came in. 

“Tt’s arelief to see you all, especially him, ‘‘she said, 
with asigh. ‘‘I feared something might happen, for he’s 
like the Evil One himself for getting out of scrapes.”’ 

She knelt beside Nick and put her hand on his hair. 

‘‘Poor boy !’’ she said, sarcastically; ‘‘did he get all tired 
out? Did he have a jolly time going to his own funeral? 
, Bah!’ ; 
She rose quickly, her face livid with hate. 
Nick lying there helplessly bound, unable to speak be- 
cause of the gag in his mouth, had calmly winked at her! 

“‘Don’t waste time,’’ she said, as much to herself as to 
the others; ‘‘let’s get rid of him.”’ 

Don again closed and bolted the door. 

The othérs drew their revolvers. 

‘“‘No!’’? exclaimed Mrs. Raymond imperatively; ‘‘not 
that! at least, not yet.”’ 

At this moment a hand was laid on the door from the 
outside. 

It was Pottier, returned from secreting his horse and car- 
riage. 

““Go below, 


a 


Jean,’’ called Mrs. Raymond, and she led the 
way down the steps. 
The others followed, but Don, before he went, paced the 
floor carefully from the spot where Nick lay to the back wall. 
‘“‘“Rour and a half,’’ he muttered. 


With one heel against Nick’s 
wall. 

‘“Three.”’ 

Then he descended the steps and pulled down the door 
after him and locked it. 

Nick could hear the conversation that followed below, 
for the floor of the house was loosely made and there were 
numerous chinks in it. He heard Mrs. Raymond make in- 
quiries about dry wood, and two of the men were dis- 
patched to the shed to bring in some. 

A little later he heard the sound of an ax splitting some 
chunks into kindlings. 

He paid little attention to these proceedings, however. 

He knew just what Don’s pacing meant, and if shots 
‘were to be fired through the floor, that was what he must 
avoid first. 

With considerable effort, he rolled over. ' 

He could bend his knees very slightly, but it was enough 
to enable him to shove himself along inch by inch. 

Such a slight movement made no noise at all, and those 
below were not aware that he had changed his position. 

Straining every moment to losen the cords that bound | 
him, Nick edged along over the floor until his head came’ 
against an obstruction. 


side, he paced to the side 


It was a leg of the stove. 

The exertion had been considerable, and he paused ty 
catch his breath, for the ropes were so tightly draywy 
across his chest that he could not breathe freely. 

Mrs. Raymond’s clear voice came up to him. 

“Tf everything is ready we-might as well set it and clear 
out.”’ 

‘“T’d like to make sure of it,” said Don. ‘A rain mieht 
fall, or for some other reason the shanty might not burn 
completely. We don’t want Nick Carter to be taken out 
alive whatever happens.”’ 

‘“‘Of course not. What do you want to do?”’ 

‘I paced his position on the floor. Let’s all shoot up 
through the floor and do him for sure.”’ 

‘““Ves, let’s get some sport out of it,’? added another. 

‘Suppose he’s rolled over?’’ queried French Jean. 

‘‘Make a pepper-box of the whule floor,” replied Don. 

‘‘Go ahead,’’ said Mrs. Raymond. ‘I’m sure I have no 
objection.”’ 

Don paced from one end of the basement toward the 
road. 

‘Four and a half,’’ he said, and his words were immedi. 
ately followed by a pistol-shot. 

A bullet passed straight up through the floor and lodged 
in rafters. 

The shot was followed by another, and another, and 
presently with fiendish laughter, the whole party began a 
fusillade. i fi 

‘Following the Frenchman’s suggestion they fired into Mj 
every square foot of the flooring so that by no mistake J 
could the unfortunate detective fail to be hit. 

‘‘He must be fairly riddled with holes,’’ growled Don, 
after a time. ‘‘Come on; sun’s rising, and we must get 
away.”’ 

He lit a match and applied it to the whittlings and kind. 
lings that his companions had accumulated. 4 

Then all left the basement and climbed the steep path 
around the house to the clearing in front. i 

They had saturated the kindlings with kerosene oil, and § 
had placed a pile at each corner, 

The result was that a dense volume of suffocating smoke 
went up at once and this prevented any of them from 7 
going to a window had he chosen to look through to view 
the body of the detective. ! 

Satisfied with their work the party withdrew to the | 
mountain road to watch the conflagration. 

The old house burned rapidly. . 

There was no breeze stirring and flame and smoke shot (Mj 
high into the morning air. pit 

Suddenly there was a muffled explosion. 

A can of powder left in the basement had been reached 
by the fire. 

The men in the party shouted with fiendish elee. 

Mrs. Raymond stood still, looking on coldly. : 

The log house was firmly constructed, as most such J 
dwellings are, and though the great beams trembled with | 
the shock there was no collapse. 

“We won't wait till it’s over,’’ said Mrs. Raymond; “get | 
the horses into the road, Jean.”’ Ne 

‘‘Sa-a-cre!’’ exclaimed Jean, almost falling to his knees 
with terror; ‘‘what is that?’’ 

He pointed down the mountain road. 

Just coming around a bend was a horseman, pushing his 
steed to the utmost up the steep incline. i 
He had his right arm ina sling, and in every other 1 

spect he was the identical counterpart of the detective 
whom they supposed to be dead within the burning cabil 

Don and one other frantically raised their weapons and 9 
pulled the triggers. i 

They had exhausted their ammunition in firing throug! 
the floor. : 

__ We got the wrong man!’”cried one. Ba 

He escaped while we were down stairs!?? shouted a: 
other. ne ‘i 
oy horseman raised a revolver with his left hand ant 

The ball grazed Don’s cheek. 

It was enough to complete the panic which the app 
ance of the detective had caused, and the entire party “* 
in confusion up the road. 


yt a to make matters short, I managed to get another 
horse—and speaking of that, where is he?” 
Nick was unbound by this time, and he slowly rose to 
The horseman paid no attention to the fugitives but his feet, feeling cramped in every joint. 
shed into the clearing toward the burning house. | Chick had run back to the road and was examining the 
He leaped from his horse, and heedles of flame and hoof-marks there. 
oke, vushed with all his force against the door. | ‘““My beast has gone home,’’ he said, with a rueful smile. 
a dane way at the first attack, and the horseman fell in| ‘‘You may find him browsing down the road,’’ suggested 
i Nick. 

) Rising hastily he saw that nearly all the floor between! ‘‘Not much. The foot-prints show that he went off ata 
mself and the farther side of the room was wrecked. gallop, and he isn’t likely to pause before he’s miles away.’’ 
The beams, however, were intact, except that flames had| ‘‘Well, never mind. ‘That can’t be helped. Where’s the 
gun to lick their sides. | gang, and where are we, anyway?”’ 

hrough the blinding smoke he saw the form of aman ‘Judging by the euide- posts I’ve passed, I should say 
ng upon the cooking-stove at the other side of the room. that we were about half way up Hunter Mountain, wher- 

)) Instantly he crossed on one of the beams, caught Nick ever that is.’ 

1. (ip with his sound arm, and started back. ‘‘T know. We’re in Pennsylvania. There’s a hotel at the 

The opening of the door had added life to the fire within, very top of thismountain called the Summit House. We’re 
pr as smoke rolled out of it, fresh air poured in. on the only wagon-road that leads to it.”’ 
he heat was intense; everything he touched seemed to. ‘‘Ever been here before?’’ 
ster his fingers; but he strode resolutely on, and witha’ ‘‘No, but I’ve been in the vicinity, of course, and I re- 
nal leap across the threshold, he bore his burden into the member the maps of the country. Which way did the gang 
n air. Or 
ust as he laid Nick down upon the grass two rods from | eUp the mountain.’ 

he burning house, the roof fell in with a dull crash, and) ‘‘Then we'll get ’em. ineass only one place they can get 
ve the roar of the flames could be heard the clinking to.’’ 
ron as the old stove tumbled in pieces to the basement.; ‘‘The Summit House?”’ 
hick bent anxiously over his chief. | **Exactly.’’ 

‘It was my close call this time, old man,’ ‘*Shall we hoof it up, then?’’ 


ed to | me normal | 
rawn | ; HIS NECK IN A NOOSE. | 
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! 
’ said Nick, in| 


take aint voice. i “Ves—wait! there’s a way they can get down, now that 
! Without waiting to unloose his bonds, Chick applied a I think of it. Last season a railway was run from Hunter- 
Don, k to Nick’s lips. ville right up the side of the mountain to the top. It’s 
i get he detective took one light swallow and turned away operated only in summer time.’ 


head. i ‘*Where’s Hunterville?”’ 

Guess I don’t need it,’? he said. ‘‘Whew! wasn’tit hot ‘‘Itmust be ten miles orsofrom here. You take this 
| there?”’ road tothe base, or near it, and turn to the right some- 

“What were you on the stove for?’’ asked Chick, cutting where.”’ 

apidly at the many. coils of rope around Nick’s body. . ‘You want me to go there, then?’’ 

Brey had a pleasant notion of firing at me through the ‘‘Yes.._You find Hunterville as soon as you can and 
w,’’ replied Nick. ‘‘I could move my neck and bend my watch the dewn trains. It’s now a little after sunrise, and 
bs a little, and my ankles were comparatively free. By the first train won't go up probably for two or three hours 
ting my head against the stove hearth and working my yet. When one goes down I don’t know, but if you’re in 
sand knees I pushed my shoulders up, and so at. last luck, you’ll get to the terminai station before they do. I'll 
eeled to the top of the stove, and that saved me from go up the mountain. .They’ll have to come back this way, 

or go down the railroad. ”’ 


cind. 
path 


and J 


“*Good job, too,’’ exclaimed Chick. 

Yes, but it wouldn’t have served if you hadn’t come | 
long. I thought you would, you know. Tell me about it.’’ | 
“*You left me in the hotel, you know.”’ 


‘‘Aren’t there any bridie paths?’’ 

‘I presume sd, but they’re not likely to take them.”’ 
‘“‘Ail right. You haven’t been damaged, I see.’’ 
‘‘Not a bit, and they’ve kindly left me my revolver.’’ 


‘tT don’t see but that we’re O. K., then.” 
I was naturally more anxious than ever after that ‘‘If they don’t come down on the first train,’ 
srimmage inthe hall, and so, when you’d been gone a as Chick started down the mountain, 
g time, I went down stairs. It was pretty late, and next.’’ 
re was nobody stirring except the night clerk, who, ‘‘All right, old man.” 
idn’t know me. Nick began the ascent with some difficulty, for his limbs 
)) ‘I heard a carriage draw up at the front door, and think. were stiff with the long constraint, but he soon walked 
ig you had returned and that it wouldn’t do to be seen by that off, and he proceeded as briskly as if nothing had hap- 
Our companions, if you had any, I retreated to a dark cor- pened. 
| Not far from the burnings house he came to a trail that 
“Mrs, Raymond cameinalone. She went hurriedly to led through a growth of young bushes and weeds into the 
room. The carriage drove away, but I felt certain that forest at his right. 
ould return, so I got out to the street. | It was evident from broken twigs that vehicles had re- 
**As you weren’t in sight I feared that you had got into cently passed in there, but he had no need to enter. 
bme trap, and 1 was pretty certain that Mrs, Raymond. It was the place where the horse and wagon and later 
ould follow you. | Mrs. Raymond’s horse and carriage had been concealed. 
I skipped around to the hotel stableand ordered a horse} Nick saw inthe main road plenty of hoof and wheel 
dled. | 'prints to show that both vehicles had gone on up the 
While that was being done I went to the front again, mountain. 
pretty soon another carriage drove up. It was an or di-. _ “I should like to ask Mrs. Raymond what she thinks of 
y top buggy with one man in it. -  |herself now,”’ thought } Nick. ‘‘I wonder whom she thinks 
Mrs. Raymond came out ina moment with her travel. her men shot to pieces in the log-cabin. ’ 
bag and got in. | The road curved constantly, following the irregular side 
My horse was ready, and I follawed. if of the mountain, and Nick was ever on the alert to avoid 
‘Didn’t they see or hear you?”’ | walking into an ambush. 
He had come to a point about half a mile beyond the log 
ugh until we came to a village about half way between cabin where a steep cliff overhung the road. 


> called Nick, 
‘‘you come up on the 


“No. Ikept pretty far behind. The chase went well’ 
are and HKlmira. 
ypeal- “There my horse broke down. 
y fled “TI don’t know what was the matter for I didn’t stop to 


ine him. 
raised a big racket in front of the only tavern in the 


He glanced up at it just asa tiny puff of smoke appeared 


from the bushes at the top. 


The sound of a pistol-shot rang on the air and Nick 


droppéd to the ground. 


The ball had not hit him, but he acted as if it had, for 
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he rolled over and over until he had fallen from view at 
the edge of the road. 

Slipping down the bank several feet he lay upon his 
stomach and waited. 

He could see the top of the ledge, but there was no move- 
ment there. 

Presently there. was a sound of cautiously approaching 
footsteps. ; 

The man who had fired at him had come back to make 
certain of the effect of his shot. 

Peering through the foliage, Nick saw that it was the 
one called ‘‘Don,’’ and that he was prepared, pistol in hand, 
to shoot again. 

Don did not shoot again, however. 

There was a sharp report from the undergrowth below 
him, and his pistol arm hung limp and helpless at his side. 

His weapon dropped to the ground, and with a groan he 
started away on the run. 


‘‘Halt!’’ called Nick, ‘‘or I’ll plug you so full of lead 


— 


the undertaker couldn’t lift you!”’ 

Don halted. \ 

He knew too well the accuracy with which Nick Carter 
used fire-arms. 

Nick rose to his knees. 

He could see Don by the roadside trembling with fear 
and the pain of a broken arm. 

‘‘Where’s the rest of ’em?’’ called Nick. 

“They went down the mountain,’’ replied Don, 

‘“‘You’re a liar!”’ 

Nick’s revolver gave emphasis to this assertion, but it 
was only to clip the edge of Don’s ear. 

‘‘T should be justified in killing you where you stand,”’ 
said Nick, calmly, ‘‘but I’d rather see you hanged. I be- 
- lieve they hang criminals in Pennsylvania. Ill.make you 
answer for the man you burned up and shot to pieces in 
the log-cabin. Now tell me the truth. Where are the rest?”’ 

“They've gone on to. the Summit House,’’ responded 
Don, in abject fear. 

‘“‘Wou came back alone, did you?”’ 

““T did, so help me.”’ 

‘What are they going to do?”’ 

‘‘They’ll go down the mountain by train.”’ 

Don sank to the ground, overcome by the pain of his 
wound. 

Nick climbed back to the road. 

“T’ve a good mind,’’ he said, toying significantly with 
his revolver. 

“Oh, don’t!’’ whined Don; rendered a thorough coward, 
now that the tables were turned on him; ‘‘have mercy on 
me, and I’ll tell you everything.” 

‘As if I didn’t know it already.” 

“T suppose so, but [Pll help you, I'll testify in court. 
Only let me off!”’ 

Nick was disgusted with the man for his cowardice, but} 
testimony such as he offered was what he would need 
eventually in order to capture every member of the gang, 
including those who had tried to lure Chick to Boston. 4 

He stooped over and felt of Don’s arm, the criminal 
wincing with pain as he did so. 

‘You remember what you’ve just said, and I’ll take! 
care of you,’’ said Nick. . 

‘“‘T will, so help me, Mr. Carter. Perhaps you’re not Nick 
Carter.’”’ 

‘‘Perhaps I’m not. Perhaps it was Nick Carter you lugged 
from Elmira to the log-cabin. Perhaps ’twasn’t. You and 
your woman chief haye lots to learn.”’ 

Nick had cut Don’s sleeve away from the wound as he} 
spoke, and for the next few minutes he worked silently. 

He stanched the flow of blood, pressed the shattered 


ee 


bone into place, and improvised splints as he had done} 
when Chick was his patient, this time cutting them from | 


saplings that grew near by. , 

It was a painful operation for Don, for Nick had no stock 
of soothing drugs at command, and the victim writhed and 
_ groaned incessantly. 

‘You hayen’t nerve enough to be in your business,”’ said 
Nick. 

‘“You don’t know how it hurts!” 

‘““Yes, Ido. I’ve been hit myself. Get up now.” 

Don rose to his feet, and Nick, having adjusted the 
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wounded arm to the m 
slipped a cord over Don’s neck. 
He tied it in a slip-noose, and taking the free end in his 
hand, remarked: : 

**Move on. 
get to the top of the mountain all right. If they try any 
funny business I shall be compelled to cheat the hangman, 
Understand?”’ 


CHAPTER VIII. 
UNFINISHED EVIDENCE, 


‘‘T understand well enough,’’ replied Don, ‘‘and as far ag 
that is concerned I have no fear of coming safely to the top, 
The others are there by this time.” 

‘‘What time does the first train go down?”’ 

‘*T don’t know.”’ jf 

‘Suppose you guess.”’ 

‘‘T should say it would go soon after the first train comes 
up.’ : 
‘‘Don’t try to be funny 

‘“‘T’m not! on my word, I meant it.”’ 

‘‘Well, let’s see if you can tell the truth. When does the 
first train go up?”’ ; 

‘Tt leaves the base at seven-thirty.”’ 

‘‘How long does it take to go up?”’ 

‘‘Three-quarters of an hour.” 

**You’re doing very well.’’ 

Nick looked at his watch. He was surprised to find it al. 
ready past seven. 

‘‘Walk faster,’’ he said, and he wondered how far Chick 
had gone. ‘‘You may as well kill time by telling me just 
what you will testify to when you get into court.”’ 

‘‘Where shall I begin?”’ 

**At your own name.”’ 

‘‘Donald MacIntyre.”’ 

‘*Very good. Now for Mrs. Raymond’s.”’ 

‘“That’s it.”’ 

““Sure?”’ 

‘So help me, ’tis. Dick Raymond was her husband, him 
as fell from the train.’’ . 

‘‘Where did they come from?”’ 

**New Orleans.”’ 

‘She put up the job, of course.”’ 

‘*She always does.”’ 

‘*Now about the other end. Who are in it?”’ 

*‘T don’t know what you mean.”’ 

‘*Yes, you do!”’ 

Nick gave the rope atwitch that tightened the noose un- 
comfortably about MacIntyre’s neck. 

‘‘Ugh!’’ he grunted, putting up his sound arm. 

Nick loosened the knot and then fell back to the end of 
the line. He was about fifteen feet behind his prisoner. 

Now, then!’’ he said, sharply; ‘‘what about the other 

‘““You mean the men who une missis spoke of as being in 
Boston ?”’ 

‘‘Of course I do. Speak quick now.”’ 

“T will, I will. I’ll tell you all about’em. They—Czsar's 
ghost! look at that!’’ 

MacIntyre fell back a pace involuntarily. 

A huge black bear, attended by a cub, had emerged sud- 
denly from the undergrowth at the side of the road. 

They were both within his own length of the prisoner. 

The cub had come first and immediately scampered off, 
but the big bear promptly rose to her hind feet with4 


9) 


| threatening growl and opened her arms wide. 


In the instant that she stood thus she was a perfect tar 
get for Nick, whose revolyer-was in his hand, ready {0 
any emergency, but unluckily MacIntyre was directly ” 
the way, and before he could retreat, or Nick could sprit 
to another position, the bear had closed upon the prison’ | 
oS had dropped the rope instantly and bounded fo 
He knew how difficult it is to’ kill a bear, and he kn" 
that this one’s vital parts were completely covered by th? 
man she held in her embrace. t Hie 

One well-directed pistol-ball might have finished het il 
he could haye shot freely when she was upright. 

Now it might take twenty. 
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) His head was against her throat, and when Nick fired a 
Mall into her side, just under the forearm, she merely 
snarled and turned her eyes angrily upon the detective. 


Standing very close to her, he put another ball into her 
r, at which she snarled louder and swayed to and fro, 
ll hugging her victim. 

Nick, not content with mere shooting, and believing that 
s revolver could not send a ball through the exceedingly 
ick and hard muscles that surround a bear’s vital organs, 
tid hold of one of her forepaws and tried to wrench it 
VW ay. ; 


)) It almost seemed as if he might as well have tried to tear 
om half the mountain side. 


‘He shot again into the ear, and again laid hold of the 


beast. 


) MacIntyre had lost what little power he had to struggle, 


and the most that Nick could accomplish was to keep the 


ar dancing and swaying. 

She snarled fiercely and kept her red eyes fixed on Nick. 
ick’s weapon was empty, and throwing it down, he 
ced at MacIntyre’s, which he had picked up in the road 

er the capture of his prisoner. 
our chambers were loaded. 

One of them he discharged at the same spot, the ear, 
ng at last to penetrate the brain and so numb the brute 
e. could not kill her. 

mmediately as he fired he pushed against her with all 


his strength. 


She staggered back, threw MacIntyre from her, and 
nged forward to take Nick in the same embrace. 
acIntyre fell heavily, measuring his full length upon 
e ground. 
ick retreated a pace, and just as the bear’s arms closed 
out him, he thrust the barrel of the revolver into her 
outh and pulled the trigger. 
Without so much as a growl, she toppled over, carrying 
k down also. 
e had not completed her embrace, and he was, there- 
, able to free himself quickly. 


' He stood up and looked down at his dangerous enemy, 


ppared to shoot again if necessary. 
There was no need of it. 
His last shot had taken effect between two bones in the 
al column at the back of the bear’s throat. 
hat had severed the spinal cord, and the result was the 
ant paralysis of all the beast’s forces. 
he was done for as completely as if Nick had been 
ed with a heavy Winchester instead of a revolver, a 
pon, when it comes to bears, that is of no more value 
A a pop-gun unless the user have the nerve and skill to 
ot exactly as Nick had shot. 
That was another close call for me,’’ thought Nick. 
s see how MacIntyre stood it.”’ 
turned to where the prisoner lay just as he had fallen. 
‘is face was toward the sky, and his eyes were glassy. 
acIntyre had been crushed to death. 
ick dragged the bear’s body to the roadside and placed 
iintyre’s near it. 
searched through the man’s pockets for any papers 
f might be of value in the pursuit and prosecution of 
Raymond gang, and, finding none, he picked up his re- 
yer, reloaded it, and continued to ascend the mountain. 
had gone but afew steps when two young men on 
cles came coasting around a bend in the road. 
ick held up his hands with so commanding a gesture 
§ they stopped to see what he wanted. 
m sorry to interfere with your sport,’’ he said, ‘‘for I 
riding myself, but I’ve got to Ask your assistance, I 
detective.’”’ 
2”? exclaimed one of the riders, ‘‘what’s up?”’ 
ll tell you in a moment. Come down with me a bit.” 
ey followed him to where MacIntyre and the bear lay. 
The bear did the business for this man,”’ said Nick. 
as acriminal whom I was pursuing up the mount- 
ow far is it to the Summit House?”’ 
ut a mile,’’ was the reply. 
men, unused to scenes of violence, were shocked at 


im. 


‘Did you stay at the hotel last night’?’ asked Nick, 

“Yes. We came up on the last train.”’ 

‘‘Has any train been up this morning?’’ 

“No. The first isn’t due until eight-fifteen. ’’ 

‘Then this man told me the truth. When does the first 
train go down?”’ 

“At nine,’ |” 

‘*Have there been any arrivals there by wagon road this: 
morning?”’ ; 

‘*Yes, two.’’ 

‘Two persons?”’ 

‘‘No, four persons. Two men in a wagon, and a gentle- 
man and lady in a top buggy.”’ 

‘They are the people lam after. What did they do?’’ 

‘“‘Do you mean to say they are criminals?”’ 

“Of the worst, most dangerous kind. This man lying 
here was one of their associates.”’ 

The young men looked at Nick.in amazement. 

‘‘What did they do?’’ he repeated. 

‘‘They arrived just before we started,’’ replied one of the 
eae teat ‘‘and I think they had their horses put into the 
stable.’’ 

‘‘They didn’t seem to be traveling together,’’ added the 
other. 

wae said the first, ‘‘they didn’t speak to each other at 
a pee 

‘‘That was natural enough,’’ said Nick; ‘‘they would do 

anything possible to avoid suspicion. I shall have all I can 


'do attending to them when I get to the top. I want you to 


go along so as to come back with a wagon for this man’s 
body. It won’t detain you more than an hour at the most, 
and it will have to be done.”’ 

‘“‘T’ve no objection,’ said one. 

‘‘Nor I,’’ assented the other. 

The three were about to proceed when they stopped, ar- 
rested by the sound of an approaching carriage. It was 
coming down the mountain. 

It could not be seen, owing to a bend in the road. 

They heard the driver say ‘‘Whoa!’’ gently, and the noise 
ceased. " 

‘Step into the bushes,’’ whispered Nick. 

The young men pulled their machines in among ‘the un- 
dergrowth, and Nick crouched behind a stone near the bear 
and MacIntyre. . 

A moment later the vehicle resumed its journey, and 
presently Jean Pottier’s wagon came into view. 

One man only was in it, Pottier himself. 

He had a grotesque beard on, but Nick readily recognized 
him through the disguise. 

The detective waited until the horse was almost beside 
him. 

Then he stepped forth suddenly, caught the horse by the 
bits, and pointing his revolver at Pottier, exclaimed: 

‘‘Throw up your hands!’ 

‘‘Sacre!’’ exclaimed Pottier, but he dropped the reins and 
put his hands as high in the air as he could get them. 

‘‘You’re just in time, my friend,’’ remarked Nick, cool- 
ly. ‘‘Come up, young men. I want you.”’ 

The two bicyclists, intensely .excited and interested, 
came from’ the foliage. 

As they did so Pottier’s eyes involuntarily turned toward 
them. 

‘‘Hyes front!’? commanded Nick, sternly. 

‘Yes, yes,’’ gasped Pottier, becoming as immovable as a 
statue. 

‘Will you two,’’ said Nick, as politely as if he had been 
in a ball-room, ‘‘be good enough to get into the wagon and 
take that man’s weapons away from him? I will see that 
he doesn’t disturb you.”’ 

The young men climbed 
Pottier’s pockets. 

They produced a revolver and a large clasp-knife. 

‘‘Hang onto them,’’ said Nick, ‘‘and come away.”’ 

They returned to the ground. 

‘‘New, Pottier,’’ continued Nick, “get down. There’s 
something in the bushes, here, that I want you to put into 
your wagon. Be spry!”’ * 

Pottier climbed down, and still covered by Nick’s re- 
volver, approached the spot where MacIntyre lay. 
~ He started back with a cry of alarm. 
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see a dead man. You wouldn't mind, would you, if it was | Nick was certain that he was one of the Raymond gang, 
me who lay there? Come, pick it up!’’ i although so far away he could not distinguish the man’s 
With trembling hands, the Frenchman obeyed. features. 
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The body was placed in the wagon, where Nick had lain! Aftera moment theman turned his back and disappeared es 
during the night. ¢ , over the top of the knoll. ho F 


‘‘Now,’’ continued Nick, ‘‘get up and take the reins ‘‘Faster, Pottier,’’ said Nick. 
again and turn the wagon around.”’ He knew that if he should leave the wagon and run over 
After this was done Nick said to the bicyclists: the mountain top straight to the hotel, he could easily get 
“You can go on now, if you like. I sha’n’t need you fur-| there ahead of Pottier; but he did not want to lose even 
ther.’”’ one prisoner, and he was not satisfied that the young igi 
They spoke together a moment. | bicyclists behind him would have the nerve to keep the Fipice 
‘‘Have youany objection to our going along?’’ asked one. | Frenchman moving even if they were well armed. Botte 
*“We’'d like to see the end of this.”’ Moreover, when he looked at his watch he saw that it Me + ; 
**Come on, then, if you don’t mind the walk.”’ was just cight-fifteen, and it was, therefore, three-quarters 
‘*We don’t,”’ they replied. of an hour before the train would start down to Hunter- 
Nick got into the wagon and sat on the rear seat.’ ville. 
**Go on, Pottier,’’ he said. So he remained where he was and kept his eyes open for 
And so the little procession started on up the mountain. | further developments. 
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A moment later he turned to the young men. Ze. 
“‘One of you,’’ he said, hurriedly, cut across lots as fast bok l 


as you can go and give the tip on the quiet to the landlord, 
CHAPTER IX. Tell him if he wants to avoid a scene to have the two men 
and the woman who are now at breakfast, invited to a 
Peron nae room and locked in. Say that Nick Carter wants them.”’ a 
It was easy enough for the bicyclists to keep up, for Nick| ‘‘Nick Carter!’’ exclaimed one of the bicyclists. , it snd 
was in no hurry and permitted Pottier’s horse to take his} ‘‘I told you so,’’ said the other. awe 
own gait. Both were eager to perform the service the detective Hi, 4. 
‘‘Jean,’’ said Nick, in a low tone, addressing the French-| asked of them, but one of them settled it by dropping his ata 
man in his native tongue, ‘‘why were you going down the} wheel and striking off up the knoll. 
mountain?’’ The other picked up the machine and rolled it along with 
Pottier shrugged his shoulders and was silent. his own. oath 
Nick reached forward and pressed the muzzle of his re-| Pottier urged his horse on with whip and commands, but ie 
volver against the Frenchman’s neck. the last part of the climb was steep, and progress was slow. Noh ‘ 
‘*You’d better answer,’’ he said, grimly. At last the building began to come into view. Fok 
**I was going to find Don,’’ said Pottier, hastily. A hundred yards from it and lower down were the rail- yee 
‘“‘Madame Raymond sent him back to kill me, didn’t! road buildings. : Biss 
she?”’ Nick saw the single combination car that composed theft 
es? ‘‘train’’ of this railroad, but the locomotive was not in 
‘And you supposed he had succeeded, didn’t you?”’ sight. 
*“Yes, I thought so because you didn’t come up.”’ A faint vail of smoke rising from the brow of the mount- 
‘‘That’s right, tell the whole truth.’’ ain showed, however, that it was not far away. 
“Ido. I tell everything.”’ He turned his glance to the broad piazzas of the Summit! 
“Very well. What were you people going to do after you | House and saw that great excitement prevailed there. 
had got me out of the way?”’ Women were gathered in groups and men were running 
**T don’t know.”’ about, some in the direction of the railroad station. 
‘Carefully now; think hard, Jean,’’ and again Nick| At the station itself were several men who stood looking 
pushed the revolver against Pottier’s neck. down the track, evidently in amazement. 
The Frenchman shuddered. j Nick suspected the truth. 
**T tell you I don’t know,”’ he answered; ‘‘I wish I did.’”’| The fugitives had stolen the locomotive and were now ot 
‘*Why do you wish it?”’ their way down the mountain! 
**So that I could tell you and get free.’’ _ He saw the young bicyclist on the piazza, talking with 4 
‘‘Humph! well, you know something was to be done, |man who was doubtless the landlord. 
eh?”’ Pottier now was on level ground, and he lashed his horse 
‘“Yes, something.’’ to a gallop. 
‘“What do you think it was?’’ The wagon clattered up to the front entrance and Nick 
“IT never think. I obey orders.’’ exclaimed: 
‘‘Madame Raymond’s orders?’’ | “Go to the stable, Jean! don’t stop here.’’ 
“*Yes, always.’’ Then he beckoned to the man with whom the bicyclist 
**And didn’t she tell you what her plans were?”’ was talking. that 
“Nothing except that we were first to get rid of Nick} The landlord—for it was he—ran quickly from the piazza iii, ne 
Carter.”’ and reached the stable as soon as Nick did. SS 
‘‘How long have you obeyed her orders?’’ He was terribly excited. h P 
‘Two years.’’ “This young man has told me who you are,’’ he said), tha 
‘‘Where did you first see her?’’ “put what can Ido? Just before he spoke to me they hur-iRe Rav: 
‘‘In Louisiana. She helped me escape from prison.’’ ried from the breakfast-room, and the next thing we knew the 
Nick did not pursue his inquiries further. He believed| the locomotive had been detached from the train. and they iizas t : 
that Pottier was telling the truth. had gone down with it.’’ ; p Ae 
“If I were in Mrs. Raymond’s place,’’ thought the de-| ‘‘You’ve telephone and telegraph wires here——”’ begaiiown 
tective, ‘I wouldn’t tell my plans to my subordinates. ’’ Nick. 
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_There was another reason why he stopped asking ques-| ‘‘Yes, and they’ve cut them both. We can’t communi: : a 
tions. cate with anything.”’ © ‘ : Btle 


They had come out of the forest and were beginning to| ‘‘Ah!’’ said Nick, composedly; ‘‘they’r a le.” \ 
ascend the last long stretch of curving road that led tie Beneath his Bea es en nae Ghat in hit q co 
summit of the mountain. mind. Banc 

Nick could see the flagstaff at his left that rose from the| He could not let this gang escape! ast : 
roof of the hotel. | Had Chick been able to reach Hunterville? Bs a 


_ The building itself was concealed by a rocky knoll. If so they would be captured—unless they should leavé ay 
On top of the knoll, less than a quarter of a mile distant | the locomotive before arriving at the terminal. rine a 
in a straight line, a man was sitting. He himself must after them somehow. fords 


_ As the wagon came into view he rose and looked down} ‘‘Well, sir,” he said, with forced calm to the landlor(, Budde 
intently. : ‘‘T have with me two criminals, one dead, the other aliv¢ fi§haq ¢ 
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Ans 


a Bio. 21. NICK 
sang, My are in the wagon with me. Can you take care of 
1an's Mir or both until you hear from me again?”’ 
red I can lock up the live one, if that’s what you want,”’ 
i It is. Get down, Pottier.” 
ihe Frenchman obeyed. 
j Vhere will you have him?”’ asked Nick. 
ae There’s a room in the stable—just ahead there.” 
Be March, Pottier!’’ 
find few seconds later Pottier was locked in a room, the 
the windows of which looked down from the top of a 
ipice hundreds of feet from top to bottom. 
_, ., (Better guard the door,’’said Nick, ‘‘I leave you to take 
el iy pe of the dead man as you see fit.”’ 
ak hen he started toward the railway station, walking 
idly, and followed by his bicycling friends and a crowd 
a for Me uests and employees. : 
+ the station he found the engineer of the locomotive 
‘recovering from a stunning blow that one of the gang 
tdct lgiven him. 
low, ick looked at the track. 
men Me’ laid upon a continuous trestle for as far as he 
es Id see, for. it disappeared around a curve not far from 
re terminus. 
i long the outer edge of the trestle was a plank walk 
it a foot wide. 
by How fast will the locomotive go down?”’ asked Nick. 
ys ale It depends on how she’s managed,”' replied the engi- 
= . “We take half an hour with a train, but she could go 
ih m safely in twenty minutes. ’’ 
Does that planking extend clear to the bottom?”’ 
. but Yes, sir; every step.”’ ‘ 
2 Any break in it?”’ 
slow. BBN of one.” 


ail lick turned to one of the bicyclists. 
rail cing three fifty-dollar bills from his pocket, he said: 
I've got to buy your machine, my friend; if this isn’t 


d the ith, send me your name and address, or call on me in 
ot 1M. York.’ : 

F It’s more than enough,’ cried the young man, stupefied, 
ount- Mit you surely won’t attempt to ride dowa——”’ 
eit here was no use finishing the sentence, for Nick had al- 
nm 


dy mounted and was gone. 

i shudder of horror went up:from the spectators, for it 

med like inviting certain death to try to coast down 

t narrow pathway. 

By Jove! I believe he’ll succeed!” exclaimed the one 

ose machine had been taken; ‘‘he rides as steady as if 
vere on the level.”’ i 

lick was perfectly aware of the danger he ran, 

io gained very rapid headway at once, but he did not 
nit the machine to go as fast as it could. 

ie kept the brake applied and was satisfied to go faster 
n the locomotive would, even if it were allowed to run 

What the engineer would have called full speed. 
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Nick) railroads like that at Hunter Mountain there is a 
ies of cogs between the rails in which a wheel works 

list ne: a mechanism that prevents the engine from breaking 

CHSUEny and going down dangorously fast. 

a that mechanism should be damaged by careless hand- 


b. the engine might, probably would, break away and 
her pitch over a curve or dash itself to pieces at the bot- 
i. 

nm that cage there would be no further need of pursuing 
» Raymond gang. 

f they kept the locomotive under control and. Nick could 
sp to the plank walk, he would overtake them before 
ly reached Hunterville. 

Down the mountain he rolled, gathering more and more 
ed in spite of the pressure on the brake. 

io did not try to look ahead, but kept his eyes on the 
Btle that he might not leave his narrow track. 

As he rounded a long curve, where the railroad passed 
r an immense ravine, and where the grade was steepest, 
kaught a glimpse of the locomotive just entering the 
est not more than half a mile below. 

Ie applied the brake harder, and as steadily as if the 
eels of his machine ran in a groove, he sped over the 
Fine and down, down until he found it difficult to catch 
breath, so rapidly did his body cut the air. 
Suddenly the way became darker, and he realized that 
Had entered the forest. 
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He heard the crunching of the locomotive as it passed 
over the cogs of the middle rail. 

His own vehicle made no more noise than a light breeze. 

Then he was aware of a dark mass near at hand. 

He applied the brake with all his force, reached out one 
hand, and caught the tender of the locomotive. 

Even then he was going so much faster than the locomo- 
tive that the collision jarred him considerably, but he held 
on, and the next instant, while the bicycle went smashing 
into the forest beside the track, he clambered over the side 
of the tender and leveled a revolver with each hand at Mrs. 
Raymond and the two men who were in the cab. 

They had been wholly unaware of his approach, and even 
if they would have contemplated resistance under cover of 
his weapons, they would have been unable to make any. 

They were fairly paralyzed with amazement. 

The locomotive was then about a mile from Hunterville, 
and Nick remained on the tender, guarding and controlling 
his prisoners until they reached the station. 

Chick was there with a local constable, and the prisoners 
were promptly marched to the village lock-up. ¢ 

The men were completely cowed by their disastrous: ad- 
ventures, but Mrs! Raymond was cool and impudent. 

Under her infiuence her confederates refused to talk, and 
no threat or persuasion could induce any of them to expose 
the operations of the men who had tried to lure Chick to 
Boston. ; 

An account of the other section of the Raymond gang ~ 
will be found in “‘Patsy’s Clever Capture,”’ No, 218 of the 
Nick Carter Library. 


(THE END.) 


“Parsy’s CLEVER CAPTURE; or, THE DuNGEON WITH 
THE FALLING Roor,” by the author of ‘Nick Carter,” will 
be published in the next number (218) of the Nick Car- 
TER LIBRARY. 


The Nick Carrer Liprary has the largest circulation 
of any Library ever published. 
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‘NmWwCOMERSTOWN, Ohio. 
“To Street & Surru, New York, N. Y. : pou 
“My Deor Sir::—For some time past I have been an enthusiastic 
reader of your Nick Canter Lisrary. It fills a long felt want among 
the readers of this country. Printed with large clear type, on fine 
paper, with a clear illustration, it is extremely pleasing to the eye. 
Tnside there is nothing vulgar or offensive to the finest and most 
rhetorical ear. They are marvels in their line, after which many 
others pattern. The language isthe purest English, and there is 
nothing about them which should exclude them from any home. The 
style is pure and chaste, and the delineation of character is worthy of 
the pen of Dickens. Ican fully recommend them to the lover of 
good fiction. 


Very truly yours, 
oh ‘Ww. A. Dever.” 
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